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went. Griselda could have stamped with irrita-
tion, but somehow, in spite of herself, she felt
compelled to say nothing. She muttered some
not very pretty words, coiled herself round on
the sofa, opened her book, and began to read.
But it was not as interesting as she had ex-
pected. She had not read many pages before
she began to yawn, and she was delighted to be
interrupted by Dorcas and the jelly.
But the jelly was not as nice as she had
expected, either. She tasted it, and thought it
was too sweet; and when she tasted it again, it
seemed too strong of cinnamon; and the third
taste seemed too strong of everything. She laid
down her spoon, and looked about her dis-
contentedly.
" What is the matter, my dear? " said Miss
Grizzel. " Is the jelly not to your liking ? "
" I don't know/' said Griselda shortly. She
ate a few spoonfuls, and then took up her book
again. Miss Grizzel said nothing more, but to
herself she thought that Mr. Kneebreeches had
not been recalled any too soon.
All day long it was much the same. Nothing
seemed to come right to Griselda. Itwas a dull,
cold day, what is called " a black frost"; not a